University of Dayton

eCommons
The Exponent

Student Produced Media

1-1941

The University of Dayton Exponent, January 1941
University of Dayton

Follow this and additional works at: https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent

Recommended Citation
University of Dayton, "The University of Dayton Exponent, January 1941" (1941). The Exponent. 378.
https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent/378

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Produced Media at eCommons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Exponent by an authorized administrator of eCommons. For more information, please
contact mschlangen1@udayton.edu, ecommons@udayton.edu.

CPL

aia
|

-.

-

JANUARY 1941

=

ibe

“| bought tobacco before you
WEF DOIN,’ says alt Webster, tobacco
Warehouse owner of Durham, North Carolina.
“| figure | know good tobacco
—that's why I smoke Luckies !“

INDEPENDENT tobacco experts like Alf Webster will
tell you that in buying tobacco, as in buying most things
you get what you pay for. They'll also tell you that Luckies
pay higher prices to get the finer leaf.
Luckies’ more expensive tobaccos are worth the money
because they're milder.

All during the growing season, Lucky Strike analyzes
tobacco samples——finds out just where and how much of
this finer, naturally milder leaf is going up for sale—then
pays the price to get it.
That’s important to you, especially if you’re smoking
more today. For the more you smoke, the more you want

such a genuinely mild cigarette.
Among independent tobacco experts—auctioneers, buyers
and warehousemen—Luckies are the 2 to 1 favorite. Next
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tme, ask for Lucky Strike.

With men who know tobacco best—It’s Luckies 2 to 1
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SPUD
@ By Frank Russevy
Our writers strive to please our readers. Here
is an example and we believe it is the fun-

niest story we have published this year. It is
full of chuckles.

Sree Thompson slept six days of the week and

on the seventh day he rested.
He was called “Spud” because the color of his skin
bore a close resemblance toa freshly excavated potato
with one or two bruised’ spots. Some say that this resulted from a natural antipathy for water—an antipathy
inherited from his grandfather who is underscored in
the family Bible as the “Black Sheep.” Whether this
title is a reference to grandfather’s skin-color or to a

who wrote all the plays and directed the band, gave
him the role of a “corpse” and all he had to do was

to lie in a large wooden box. This was to Spud’s liking
for it eliminated running. Spud never ran—except on
one occasion.

It was one of those hot, blistering July days. A

round, red sun glared ferociously down upon the little
town of Doodleby. What the town did to deserve

this treatment, I cannot say; but whatever the crime,
Doodleby was withering under Sol’s revenge. The
whelps slunk sulkily in and out the alleys, vainly seeking a cool spot; the horses, tied to hitching-posts,
drooped in their places and assumed that “glue-factory” look. Neither man nor beast displayed signs of
activity.

certain lowness of character, I do not know. But this

Black Sheep is infamous for the two-month drought
that visited his section of the country upon his first
appearance into the world. As for Spud—gossip has it
that his last contact with water came two years ago
when he tripped and fell into a sewer. But Spud

Now Doodleby, like all good little towns, had a

cemetery. Of course Doodleby would have liked to
dispense with this piece of property. But for some

reason people insisted upon dying and so the cemetery

stayed and still stays to this day.

stoutly denies this and to this day he maintains that

his father pushed him in.

Dame Nature was not unkind to Spud in the way
of “gray matter.” She had drilled a fairly large hole
into his head and had poured in a generous supply of
brains. “But,” says Spud’s father, “the only ketch in
this is thet she plumb fergot to plug the hole up
agin.”
For sixteen long years Spud had used his head for

only one purpose—to avoid work! There was some-

thing about this word that made him shudder. Last

year he had refused an offer to lead a pack of blood-

hounds across the stage during one of the acts of the

town’s annual play. His reason was that he had to run

to keep up with them. This year, however, the Mayor,

Spud had his favorite resting place right in the

heart of this graveyard, where squatted a spreading elm.
Here it was quiet and cool and these two factors combined, always produced a somniferous effect upon our
hero. To this spot Spud had dragged himself and as

the town hall clock sweated out twelve noon-day
strokes, he spread himself out after the fashion of his

aboreal friend and went to sleep.

It was night when our hero mustered up sufficient

energy to open his eyes. He sat up and blinked—a
rare achievement for our somnolent friend—for blinking requires a certain amount of effort. But it was

not that he was all alone in the cemetery that brought
on this reaction; no! The cause lay in the fact that he

was NOT alone in the cemetery.

Page three

The low murmur of voices fell chillingly upon his

ears. “Deaders don’t talk” thought Spud. Therefore

our hero logically concluded, without the aid of any
), that the voices proceeded
formal syllogism (amazing!
from “humans.” With this wonderful bit of information whirling about in his head, he stopped blinking
and began to crawl forward.

The full moon peeped curiously down upon the
Doodleby cemetery and flooded the white, silent
_tombstones with her soft, silvery shafts. Spud frowned
up at her; she smiled down at him. He wished that

she would go and hide herself behind a cloud; she

wished that he wouldn’t make so much noise when
crawling around the tombstones.

The eerie screech of a night owl prevented him
from dozing off again and sent a chain of chills up

and down his back. He arose, looked about timidly,
and then set off in the direction of the town.
*

*

*

%

Guns gleamed menacingly from every nook and
corner of the bank and its surrounding buildings. The
clock had just announced 11:45 P. M., and the order
to throw all cigarettes was issued. Beads of sweat
began to peek out from the foreheads of many of the
men, especially from the foreheads of those stationed
inside the bank. The President had contemplated
calling up the National Guards but at the last moment
he decided to let the town officials take charge of the
affair.

Twenty feet away he perceived the backs of two
men. Unaware of his presence, they were still talking.

The Mayor, who was out of town, had been telephoned and would soon be present. And the cause
of all this, was, of course, Spud Thompson. Poor Spud

“It is agreed then, tomorrow at midnight?” growled
one low voice.

tried hard to look modest, but his chest WOULD

have its way!

“Yeah, it'll be a snap,” came the rough reply. “No
one watches that bank and no one will be watching
it tomorrow!”

At five minutes to twelve, his Lordship, the Mayor,
rolled into the bank and took a place behind one of
the highest counters. With the exact details of the

Spud’s heart tried hard to beat wildly like an ordinary heart in an ordinary body, but in vain. All it
could boast of was a bit of syncopation; with this it
had to be content. The plotters continued.

case, he was unacquainted, but he did know that for

the first time in the history of Doodleby, the bank

was in danger of being robbed. And his Lordship
simply had to be there when the capture took place!

Twelve o'clock struck.

Guns were cocked and

“How ya gonna open the safe?”

gripped tightly. Jaws hardened and eyes gleamed with

“Kasy! This dynamite pill won’t make much noise

seen,” were ready to offer their lives should the occasion present itself.

and it'll take the door off like nobody’s business!”

grim determination. These men, “born to blush un-

“Sure I’m sure! Have ya ever known “T'wo-finger

A pitter-pattering sound was heard. Slowly, very
slowly, a line of heads rose above the counter and
beads were drawn upon an invisible foe. —Only a

“Nooo——.

went up. The strain was becoming unbearable—it was
already five minutes past twelve.

“Ya sure?”

Ike’ to slip up ona job yet?”
”

“Well, then, don’t you worry none.”

There was a pause of several seconds, then one of
the robbers murmured: “That’s all for tonight; let’s

beat it now, this place gives me the creeps.”

Five minutes later Spud was the only animated body
in the Doodleby cemetery. For several minutes he
remained motionless, trying to comprehend all that
had just passed. Of one thing he was certain—those

men were planning to rob the bank, TOMORROW

AT MIDNIGHT!
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mouse! Down went the heads, much faster than they

Another pitter-pattering sound was heard. Slowly,
very slowly, the line of heads appeared above the counters;—another mouse! And once more the heads
dropped back into a welcome obscurity.

The seconds dragged into the minutes and the
minutes moved only with much reluctance.
At one o'clock the men decided that there was

something “fishy” about the whole affair and formed a
large circle around Spud who looked like the nucleus

in a simple cell. Many faces wore threatening looks; »
many words dripped with irony.

His Lordship, who had been watching everything
through a hole in the counter, crashed through the
circle and confronted our hero with a lowering look.
Spud was not exactly small, but along side the Mayor,
he appeared quite insignificant.
“What is this fool trick you’re trying to play on us?”
boomed out his Lordship.

Spud replied that he didn’t know any tricks. The
Mayor looked irritated.

fish; and then, after a series of “warm-up” chuckles,

his Lordship exploded with such a mighty laugh that
some of the bystanders grew alarmed and the town
mortician rubbed his skinny hands in oily expectation.
Louder and louder became his Lordship’s laughter.
From a violent red, his face turned to an alarming
purple. Then it suddenly became white and then
purple again. Next it was a mixture of all three and
then in a twinkling of an eye, it lost all color and
seemed to be a mere mass of space. The crowd became
highly agitated. Doctors were sent for, but upon trying

“Didn’t you tell these gentlemen that you learned
of a plot to rob our HONORABLE bank?” Here his

Lordship threw a glance at the President who threw
it back—at Spud. To this last question, Spud answered
in the affirmative.

to force their way through the crowd, were shoved
back. The parson was hailed but could do little.
All at once there came a turn for the best. The
chuckles became less violent and were chuckled less
often. The purple in his countenance faded into a

Again the Mayor looked irritated and again he

feeble pink and this, after a while, came forth a ruddy

boomed: “Will you please tell us (polite form of me

red—his Lordship’s natural color. Then the crowd
breathed a sigh of relief. The mortician also sighed,

in vogue among politicians) exactly what happened?”

ae

ess

His Lordship stepped back a bit, tried to put his
hand inside his waist-coat as Napoleon used to do, but

The Mayor stood up and with a smile still quivering
about his lips said: “Mah friends, I heartily thank you

since things were sort of tight, he ended up by placing
them behind his back. Spud, who had been doing
nothing but shifting from one foot to another, looked
up at the ceiling, but finding this void of inspiration,
he looked down at the floor and saw—feet! No inspiration there either, so he forgot about this and told

he looked about to see if the reporters were taking
down his words.) But there will be no robbery, I am
afraid. (Sighs of disappointment.) Those two robbers
mentioned by our young Thompson were old Henry,

his story.

the Sexton, and Nathaniel, the Gravedigger. They are

for your wonderful cooperation of this evening. (Here

in my new play and the only time they have to rehearse
When he came to the words of the plotters and
gave the dialogue just as he had heard it, his Lordship’s lower jaw suddenly succumbed to the law of
gravity. Not until the President nudged him in the
ribs (it was a difficult, feat to reach the Mayor’s ribs)

their parts is after working hours...”

All eyes suddenly shifted to Spud! But Spud was
gone.

and whispered: “UNDIGNIFIED!” did this jaw shut
with a snap.

Then his Lordship’s eyes began to twinkle; then little
furrows appeared about the corners of his eyes; then
his cheeks rolled themselves up into little balls of

The crowd rushed to the door and there it halted
in amazement. Way, way down the road which was
illumined by the moon,a silvery cloud of dust was
visible. Swiftly it whirled up a hill, paused a split
second and then disappeared.

Page five

Mary Ann
@ By Mure, Oswatp
Here is:the type of story that we always like
to print—a story that incorporates some of
the local color of the campus. Very interesting, We Say.

Mary Ann was not shy. She liked to talk to people
and she didn’t waste any time now. Going to the

nearest table, and looking up at the girl in the red
Mar ANN considered the big room with all

the criticism her seven years could command.
It was all right, but it was too bare. She focused her
attention on the piano, then the victrola. She couldn’t
play the piano. On closer inspection there weren’t any
records for the victrola. The rest of the room offered
only tables and chairs. A voice from the doorway said,

“Mary Ann, you stay here ’til I come back. I won’t
be gone long. My appointment with Father is at
three-thirty, and I'll be back in about a half hour. Stay
here and amuse yourself and be a good girl.”
“Yes Mommy. But what’m I gonna do?”
Mommy didn’t hear the question for she was half
way through Chaminade Hall on her way to keep her
appointment.

blouse she said with her biggest smile,

“H'lo!”
“Why, hello! Wh-where did you come from?”
“Upstairs. Is this the caf?”

“Yes, this is the caf. How did you know?”
“My brother.”
“Oh! What’s your name?”
“Bette. What’s yours?”
“Marty. Marty Manny.”
“Mine’s Davis. Bette Davis.”
“Well, you have quite a famous name!”
“Um hmm. I know you. You're the Homecoming
Queen. What you doin’ now?”
“Oh nothing in particular, just having a coke.”
“You look kind of worried, Marty.”
“What would you say if I said I was?”

“Td ask you why. Why are you, hm?”
“You wouldn’t be interested, would you?”

Mary Ann surveyed the empty expanse of the
women’s lounge, and decided it was no place for a
gitl of seven years to amuse herself. After one more
look around, Mary Ann peeped out into the hall. It

“Oh yes I would. Why?”
“Well, I have to have some stories ready for a magazine on the last day of the month and I don’t have
them.”

top of the stairs she looked down. Why there were

“Well?”
“Well today’s the last day.”

some people down there! Why had Mommy left her

“No sir, tomorrow is.”

was empty too, but she heard voices. Going to the

Arcade, and everyone was going into another room

NOG.”
“Yes it is—thirty days hath September, April, June
and November. All the rest have thirty-one excepting
leap year, that’s the time when February has twenty-

there, so Mary Ann went in too. It had tall tables,

nine! And this is not September, April, June, or No-

but no chairs, which seemed queer to Mary Ann.

vember, I betcha! And ’tain’t February neither. “Tis
leap year, though, I know, ’cause some girl . . . ”
"ese

in that big empty room when everybody else was
downstairs? Mary Ann quickly descended to the more
popular quarters—the Arcade. But it was cold in the

After some wide-eyed inspection she quickly gathered
that it was a place to eat—which pleased her im-

mensely.

“Nothin’.”
“Oh, Bette, you're a life saver. Here I have to have

She looked pretty cute standing there, her big brown’
eyes on an inspection tour of the room, blond curls

peeping out from under her bonnet, and all the rest
of her bundled up in a green and white snow suit.

a little girl like you to tell me what day it is! Imagine
it, just imagine it, I have another whole twenty-four

hours! But what were you going to say about the
girl?”
“Oh just—nothin’.”

This must be the caf! She’d heard her brother talk
about it—he ate there sometimes, but she couldn’t

see anything of him now.
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“You mean. somebody popped the question just because it’s leap year?”
“Sure.”

“Who told you?”
“My brother.”

“Who’s your brother?”
“Number 62.”

“Number 62! You really mean it? Oh, so you're
Mary Ann.”
“Nope. I’m Bette.”
“Oh, yes. Excuse me. And do you expect me to
believe that leap year story when you don’t even tell
me your right name?”
“That’s my right name. That’s my stage name. And
my brother’s the one who got the question popped to.”
“No. I can’t believe that. But I forgive you for
everything because you reminded me about the extra
day.”
“O. K. Marty. But remember it’s Bette.”
And Mary Ann wandered over to another table
where a group of boys were talking together. Pulling
one by the arm, she said with the familiar smile,
“H’lo, Mister.”
Startled, he looked around and down, saying,

““Well—hello! Who are you?”
“Hedy.”
“Hedy? Hedy who?”
“Hedy Lamarr.”
“No. Not really! Hey, fellows look who we have
here, Hedy Lamarr!”
They all looked at Mary Ann and she stared back
at them. Then, with another tug at the sleeve she
said,

“What’s your name, Mister?”
“Why, Miss Lamarr, I’m Clarke Kirby.”

“Oh—you write about my brother, don’t you?”
“Do I? Who is your brother?”
“Number 62.”

“Honest? You mean it?”
“Sure. And do I know big news about him!”
“You do? What?”
“He is playing professional next year.”
“What! How do you know?
“Mommy told me. She saw the letter he got today.
He hasn’t even seen it yet himself.”
“Gosh, what a break. I’ve been looking for a story
all afternoon.”
“T knew it.”
“You knew what?”

“Dotty.”
“Dotty. That’s a nice name. Dotty what?”
“Dotty Lamour.”

“What?”
“Um hum. That’s me. You're Joe Paluzzi, aren't
you?”
“Yep. How’d you know?”
“Pictures. I’ve seen lots of ’em of you. And my
brother talks about you, too.”
“Who is your brother?”
“Number 62.”
“Oh, He is! Say, maybe you can help me out.
Where was your brother last night?”
“Practicin’ basketball down at the Coliseum. He’s
gettin’ a head start.”
“Are you sure?”
“Sure I’m sure. I went along to watch him.”
“Who else went?”
“Nobody. He met the fellows there. Why?”
“Oh—I just wondered. Somebody told me he was
someplace last night.”
“No sir! He was playin’ ball. And I was the only
gitl around, too—”
And Mary Ann turned around to the boy who had
just come up to the table, greeting him with her smiling

Pe,
“Flo little girl. What you doing here?”
“Umm-—just talkin’. What’s your name?”
“Jerry Herzog. What’s yours?”
“Joan. Joan Bennett.”
“What! Don’t try to make me believe that!”
“All right. I just said—It’s my name.”
“Are you thinking of going to college here?”
“Maybe. Say, what has you worried?”
“Why, nothing in particular. Why?”
“You mean there’s somebody goes here who doesn’t
have somethin’ worryin’ him?”
“Well, if you go into that, I’ve got to figure out how
to get an hour’s work done and still get to a meeting at
four o’clock.”
“What meeting?”
“Chaminade Discussion Club.”
“Oh, that’s easy. The meeting’s not goin’ to be ’til
tomorrow. That’s what we came out about. The
speaker can’t get here ’til tomorrow.”

“That you were lookin’ for somethin’.”
“Why?”

“Cause. Everybody at UD’s lookin’ for somethin’.”

And at that point Mary Ann spied a newcomer in
the caf, and running over to her said:

“H’lo Jeanne.”
And with this, Mary Ann was off to another table
where she saw a red sweater.

“H lo Joe!”
“Well, h’lo. Who are you?”

“Why, h’lo. You seem to know my name, but what

is yours?”
“Jeanette. Jeanette MacDonald.”
“Not really!”
“Um hum. It’s a pretty name, don’t you think?”
Page seven

“Tt certainly is.”

“H’lo Jeanne. H’lo my dear Mary Ann. I want to

“Yours is almost like it—Jeanne McLaughlin.”

see you outside a minute, I just saw Marty—Marty

“It is something like it, isn’t it? What are you doing

Manny, and she said .. . ”

here, waiting for someone?”
“Um hum. Mommy. Do you have somethin’ wortryin’ you?”
“Why—no—I—mean yes—why?”
“What?”
“T’ve a whole lot of tickets here that have to be
sold.”
“What are they for?”
“The Mothers Club card party.”
“Oh, I know a whole lot of people who want those

At this point Mary Ann was under the table, out
the door, and was running up the steps just as fast as

her feet could carry her. Halfway up she collided with
someone in a black robe.
“Well, Mary Ann! Could you tell me where you’ve
BOG ss
“I’m sorry Father, I’m awfully sorry, but I just
can’t solve any more people’s problems today,” cried
Mary Ann as she ran.

ticket-—Mommy’s card club, they’re all coming.”

“You really mean it? Oh, that’s wonderful!”
But at this point Jeanne noticed that the little girl

wasn’t looking at her, but was watching the door with
wide eyes and her mouth forming a big “oh.” Walking
in was the famous number 62. He came up to the table
and greeted them.

Finally reaching the safety of the lounge, she was
saying to herself:
“And after I helped all those people out of their
trouble—every single one—but nothing is going to get
me out of mine—not asingle solitary thing.”

And two big tears ran down Mary Ann’s face as
her mother came to take her home.

e5—te

A TREE
I have watched a tree grow skyward,
Watched it reach for stars at night,

Gather sunbeams in the daytime—
Ever stretching toward the light.
I have seen it in the sunshine
Stand serene, its shadow still.

I have seen it drink the raindrops
And the overflowing rill.
I have seen it twisting, straining!

Roughed by blasts, it shrilled and screamed!
Oft I thought I saw it splitting
When the lightning o’er it gleamed.
Now it stands full-sized, and ready
For the bite of woodsman’s axe,

Ready now to serve a higher,
Ready for man’s lumber stacks.

As I look up at my tree now,
Ah! My thoughts are raised above!
Storms and sunshine make us ready

God alone to serve and love!
—JANE TROPE.
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Development of
The Skyscraper
© By Ramon ZIEGLER

This article was read before the Student
Chapter of the American Society of Civil
Engineers. Not too technical, we offer it to

the readers of the Exponent. It is most enlightening and will prove of interest to
those of you who are not engineers.
HE skyscraper is the most distinctively Amer-

ican thing in the world. It is all American and
all ours in its conception, all important in our metropolitan life, and it has been conceived, developed and
established all within the lifetime of men who are, in

many cases, still active in the great calling which they
themselves created and which they have developed

ground, or wooden piles in wet, unstable soils.

In this early period, Burnham and Root designed
the sixteen-story Monadnock Building, the highest

that burden-bearing masonry walls ever were carried.
At the basement level the walls were nearly fifteen

feet thick.
It was the ushering in of the tremendous, concentrated loads that gave impetus to our modern science

within the span of their business careers.

of foundations and brought about the concrete pile,

The first period of the skyscraper is from the Centennial Exposition in Philadelphia in 1876 to the
World’s Fair in Chicago in 1893. The skyscraper did
not actually exist at this time but the centennial was
the baseline of the measurement of its history and de-

tion the now almost indispensable steel sheet piling.

velopment. At the World’s Fair in Chicago, Portland
cement, while known and in some general use in concrete and for mortar for brick work below grade, was
imported from England, but was hardly used in

masonry walls of the superstructure. It is recorded
that specimens of reinforced concrete were exhibited
at the centennial as a curiosity. In 1859 the first elevator went into service; the buildings before this had
been limited to six stories: now they begin to increase
in height.
The higher the building, however, the heavier became the lower walls, until the upward thrust of the
sky-line encountered another stop clause. Masonry
structures of ten stories and more demanded lower
walls of such fortress-like thickness and sparse window
vents that the ground floor space, most valuable of
all, was devoured and the sunlight all but excluded.
In their efforts to lighten these walls without weakening them, architects began to build cast-iron into the
brick and masonry. Cast-iron is as brittle as a stove
lid, but it has enormous compression strength. The

outcome was the heavily ornamented hollow cast-iron
front, molded to counterfeit masonry, so common

between 1860 and 1880.
Buildings went a little higher again, but now they

began to encounter difficulties below ground. As far
back as anything is known of buildings, foundations
had been one continuous bed of masonry in solid

the steel tube and the pneumatic caisson, not to menThese are the devices of today, the complete answer
to the requirements that tremendous column loads
impose. Deep foundations are only deep because they
must first conquer soft, soggy soils and carry their loads
to bed rock or hard pan.
Before some architect would attempt to carry masonry walls even higher than sixteen stories, the sky-

scraper appeared. In the fall of 1883, W. L. B. Jenney
was commissioned by the Home Insurance Company

of New York to design a Chicago office building for
them. Others had built cast-iron into their masonry
walls and piers and used wrought iron floor beams,
but Jenney went a long and daring step farther. He
actually carried out what no one ever had done in
theory or practice before—took the dead load off his
walls and placed it on a skeleton framework of iron
concealed inside the masonry—cast-iron columns and
wrought iron I-beams, bolting the beams to the col-

umns with angle-iron brackets.
When the framework had reached the sixth floor,

Carnegie-Phipps Steel Company of Pittsburgh shipped
in some Bessemer steel beams. This was the first
shipment of structural steel, in the modern sense.
At this time it was not uncommon for large build-

ings in Chicago to be as much as three or four inches
out of plumb. It was general practice then to allow
for as much as a foot of settling, and sidewalks were

canted upward from the curb line at as much of an
angle as the builder dared, in the hope that, when

the building did settle, the sidewalks would sink with
it to their true plane. The extent of the settling, unfortunately, had to be guessed at.
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The second period, from 1892 until 1914, is of a very
different character from the earlier one. It was in this
period that the science and art of building found
themselves. Yes, found themselves, for they consolidated in that period of twenty-two years all of their

own vast accumulations. It was a period of gigantic

go to make up the whole are the major functions of

the skyscraper builder. Knowledge of transportation

and traffic must be brought to bear that the buildings
may be built from trucks standing in the busy thoroughfares. Here is not ample storage space, but only

a meagre handful of material needing constant re-

undertakings and vast construction projects. There
were the great improvements in structural steel and

plenishment,—an hour to hour existence; yet it all
runs smoothly and in accordance with a carefully pre-

the full understanding of its properties and possibilities; the scientific development and application of

pared schedule.
Limitation of height of metropolitan structures has

structural, reinforced concrete; the high development
and perfection of the passenger elevator; and the
science of interior arrangement, and the appropriate
use of materials.

The sudden event of the World War in 1914 shook
the construction industry, as it did everything else.
It has been said that not every engineer is a builder,
nor is every builder an engineer. But the work of
the builders in the World War has its important bearing on construction development.
Engineering had its birth in military activity. The
“{ngenieur” was the bridge, road, trench and redoubt

builder of the armies of Napoleon and earlier, picked
for his ingenuity by the armies of old, hence his name.
In the building of a skyscraper goes man’s highest
knowledge of engineering. And it is a compelling
thing, too; a man gets his pride up over it, pride of

accomplishment, pride in making good on prediction
and forecast. “It can’t be done” carries a challenge
that the dyed-in-the-wool builder sometimes too eagerly accepts. So our business casualties are high—all
too high for the sweat and toil that go into the game.
Building skyscrapers is the nearest peace-time equivalent of war. The analogy to war is the strife against

the elements. Foundations are planned away down in
the earth alongside of skyscrapers already built. Water,
quicksand, rock and slimy clays bar our path to bedrock. Traffic rumbles in the crowded highways high
above us, and subways, gas and water mains, electric

conducts and delicate telephone and signal communication demand that they be not disturbed. Yet we

never been a more acute question than it is today.

When the first skyscrapers were built their critics denounced them as structurally unsafe, and dismissed
them as temporary freaks that would soon fall down
and thus seal their own doom. When this prophecy
was unfulfilled, and one skyscraper commenced to
shoulder another along our busy thoroughfares, the
hue and cry against them as destroyers of our air
and light was raised, and to some purpose. Before
anything could be done about it, however, some of our
avenues of travel almost overnight became yawning

chasms into which sunlight never penetrated. The
law slowly focused its attention upon this condition,

and we commenced to get our height limitations and
zoning laws. Hardly had this been accomplished when

the problem of traffic congestion became the most
acute aspect of metropolitan existence.

It is futile to point the finger of accusation toward
any one phase of city life and condemn that phase as

responsible. All that may be said is that over-tall
buildings contribute some indefinite and undefinable
share to the problem, and to some extent height
limitation is not only justifiable but necessary. It is a

fair guess that the great metropolitan problem of the
future will centre around height limitation considered

in the light of street arrangement and the solution of
the traffic problem. Dreamers have vexed the question
by injecting the possibilities of aviation into it, and
already the fantasy of the skyscraper landing roof is
portrayed in our Sunday newspapers.

venture down and do it, and from that inaccessible

As an escape, some theorists are actually considering
the abandonment of the great cities the skyscraper

bed-rock or hard-pan we turn back upward, with ac-

has made, and the construction of new centres, that

curately laid and adequate foundation structure to

will more accurately meet our present day require-

support the incredible weights that the columns of the

ments.

skyscraper will impose; for it is not uncommon to

have a thousand tons ona single column, and a hundred separate columns and footings is not over-many

as we build skyscrapers nowadays. All this is done
without settlement or movement of so much as an
inch, and with accuracy of position that regards the
variation of an eighth of an inch as the very limit of

allowable error.
The obtaining of materials near and far and the ad-

ministration of all those thousands of operations that
Page ten

A “skyscraper,” said Martlands American Slang Dictionary in 1891, the earliest known definition, is “a

very tall building such as are now being built in Chi-

cago.” Literally a skyscraper is any tall building, but
to a builder it implies a steel skeleton incased in a
wall that is merely a drapery. There are high masonry
buildings and there are some three hundred and fifty

reinforced concrete structures of ten stories or more
in the United States, the highest a twenty-one story

office building in Dayton, Ohio.

Nothing New Here
® By Joun G. Dickson
We received this article from the division of
education. The editor welcomes contribu-

tions from all the departments of the Uni-

versity. The writer compares the work of a
modern writer in the field of education

with the work of John Henry Newman.
Look for his conclusions at the end of the

article.

a Liberal Education?” for example, we find two verbatim quotations from the pages of the “Idea of a
University” and in like manner, in the other two
papers published in the “America.” When we come

came across this title, “What is Liberal Educa-

to his latest publication “Pivotal Problems of Education,” even a most casual perusal will reveal a host of

tion?” The name of John Henry Cardinal Newman

quotations from the works of the great Cardinal-

came to my mind immediately but upon closer in-

Educator. Father Cunningham in a letter to me on
the subject, listed twenty pages of his book on which
he has something taken directly from Newman. That

Pascixe through a back issue of the “America,” I

vestigation, I found that I had erred. Not Dr. Newman
but Dr. Cunningham was the author of the paper.
At this moment the desire to find a possible relationship between the two came to me and led me to a
deeper study of the modern writer’s ideas on the
subject of Liberal Education.

I found that Rey. William Cunningham, C.S.C.,
has been connected with the School of Education of
the University of Notre Dame for a great number
of years and at present is its Dean. Besides being

teacher and Dean of Education at this University, Dr.
Cunningham is also a writer of some note on Educational topics. His latest work, “The Pivotal Problems
in Education” is due to appear in book form in the

very near future. Besides this book and the article
already referred to, I found that Father Cunningham
is also the author of two more articles on Liberal
Education which, with the first, make up a sort of

trilogy on the subject. The titles of these are, “What
is the Value of a Liberal Education” and “How is a
Liberal Education Acquired.”

As I made my way thru these articles and his book,
I was more and more convinced that Father Cunning-

ham and the Oratorian Cardinal are in accord on the
subject of General Education. In fact, we might say
that the agreement is so close that it might be styled a

he is conscious of his great debt to the Cardinal, is
shown by the closing sentence of his letter. After
having enumerated the pages referred to above, he

concluded: “There are undoubtedly others besides
these.”
By an indirect reference to Newman, I mean that

Dr. Cunningham proposes the same principles as the
Cardinal but does not call upon the latter’s words
“tn se” to establish his point. ‘Take, for example, this
passage from, “What is a Liberal Education?”: “Education of any kind involves the development of two
distinct powers; the power of thought on the one hand
and the power of expression on the other. Thought is
foundational for all, but a liberal education emphasizes the prime importance of cultivation of that art
which is chiefly responsible for the production of the

world’s best thought—that art is the art of language.”
Now if we take an interested glance over the pages
of the “Idea of a University,” we will read on

page 293, “Thought and speech are inseparable from
each other. Matter and expression are parts of one:
style is a thinking out in language. This is what I have
been laying down, and this is literature,—not on the

other hand, mere words, but thoughts expressed in
language.”

“pupil-teacher” bond. Dr. Cunningham seems to have
listened in on the lectures given at the proposed

Let us look for a moment at our modetn’s article

University of Dublin and then, perhaps even a bit

“What is the Value of a Liberal Education?” Here he

parrot-fashion, to have proposed their doctrines to the
modern world of unsettled educational tenets and
shaky moral outlooks.

writes: “ ... So too with the mind. Preliminary preparations must be gone through with before it is ready
fer life’s large task. This is the value a well-built

As may be expected, Dr. Cunningham refers to

foundation has for the edifice it supports.” Doesn’t
that suggest these words of Newman: “A habit of

Newman both directly and indirectly to support his
own principles of Education. In the article, “What is

mind is formed which lasts through life, of which the
(Continued on page sixteen
)
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The President Dons
A Fireman’s Helmet
Speaking to the nation on December 29th, at a

time when we are closer than ever to war, the President

declared that “the United States has no right or reason
to encourage talk of peace—.” Thus, the last doorway

to a peaceful conclusion of the present war was closed.

The reasons for the President’s refusal to entertain
overtures of peace at the present time are quite obvious.
If the warring nations of the world were to hold a

peace conference at the present time, Germany would

be in a position as strong as E-ngland’s to gain rightful

concessions. To any British statesmen, and to their
American supporters, this would be an impossible

situation. Among the numerous unwritten International laws is one requiring that all conferences, from
conferences on “Athletes’ Foot Disease among the
Eskimos” to the ill-fated League of Nations, must be
dominated and under the voting control of the British

Empire. History will confirm this statement. What else

was the League of Nations but an English debating
society that Sir John Simon and Anthony Eden, at one
time English representatives to the League, tried to use

to England’s best advantage? And the proposed World
Court that President Roosevelt has urged us to join?

Generous England awarded herself and her Empire a
total of eleven seats, Germany was to have two and,
to show how important she considered the United
States, we were offered three seats. No, it would never

do for England to have equals at any peace conference.
Therefore, the President of the United States “spikes”

the peace “guns” for a long time to come. Mr. Roosevelt says that we want no peace dictated by the Axis

because “they have made it clear that they intend to
enslave the whole of Europe—.” Just what assurance
has he that a peace dictated by England will be any
better? Is there anyone who can deny that the Versailles

these two ambitious and prejudiced nations, has either
dictated a treaty of peace that solved the problems for
which the war had been fought. There is only one
nation in the world which has in the past, and. which
can in the future, draw upa lasting solution to warcausing problems—the United States of America. Again
history will confirm our statement and we need not
point out specific incidents. Therefore, knowing Great
Britain and Germany to be incapable of concluding a
just and lasting peace, the United States must prepare
to accomplish this for them. How can we best do this?

The best solution would be for the United States to
maintain strict neutrality, to sell anything England
wants—for cash “on the line,” to observe the Johnson

Act and the Neutrality Act strictly and not try to evade
it as the President now proposes to do with his lendlease plan, and, finally, to build the greatest and
mightiest navy with all the resources and energies
that we have. Then, at the end of this war in which

Germany and Great Britain exhaust themselves, we
will be powerful enough to impose any peace we
desire on the belligerents. We do not need a large

army—1,000,000 highly-trained, highly mechanized
men is quite sufficient to defend America. In fact,
with an undefeatable navy, the only job for the army

would be that of “watch-dog” for our naval bases. We
believe that our navy is already undefeatable and we,
therefore, accuse the President of having ulterior
motives in creating an army of 4,000,000 men. Mr.

Roosevelt gives as his motives the fact that “at one
point between Africa and Brazil the distance is
than that from Washington to Denver—” yet this
tance is 1600 miles and the most powerful army in
world cannot cross a body of water 23 miles wide.

less
disthe
His

true motives can be found in a famous interview given
in early December in which he expressed a desire to

help extinguish a few “fires” now burning in the world.
The President proposes to do this by lending or leasing

“fire-fighting” equipment to England, but who ever

Treaty was meant to economically enslave the German
people? No nation can pay an indemnity, such as that

are not convinced that our army is not going to be

required of Germany after the war, without becoming

sent to Europe and possibly Asia, but we believe that

the economic slaves of the collector nations.
Neither England nor Germany is capable of dictat-

ing a fair and lasting peace. Never, in the history of
Page twelve

saw a crewless fire department put out a fire. No, we

Mr. Roosevelt fully intends to follow the “fire-fighting”

equipment with the “crew.” He is cognizant of the
fact that, even if the United States gives England all

possible material aid, she still does not have the actual

manpower to invade the Continent of Europe and

meet and defeat the German Army. An army of
1,500,000 men, the present strength of the British
Army, is unable, by present military theory on the
power of the defense over the offense, to invade German territory defended by 8,000,000 Nazi troops. We
are destined to supply the deficiency of manpower.

Mr. Roosevelt has said that he hates war and that
“there is no demand for sending an American expeditionary force outside our own borders. There is no
intention by any of your government to send such a
force.” We believe that this is a deliberate attempt to

hide the truth from the American people and we call
upon the President to admit that he is leading us down

the road to war.

The Sea Raiders Strike
From north of Iceland, down through the broad

The Battle Of Music
‘There is being waged, at the present time, a battle

reaches of the Atlantic, around the Capes, and into

the rolling blue waters of the Pacific, German raiders
are on the loose again. Steaming over the horizon,
flying the Japanese flag and bearing a Japanese name, a

which to some people is more important than the

German raider appeared off the island of Nauru in the

Battle of Britain. It is a battle between the “boggiewoggie” of ASCAP and the “corn” of BMI. ASCAP,

proceeded to shell the jetties, oil stores, and valuable

comprising our best composers and authors including
Cole Porter, Bing Crosby, Irving Berlin and many
other top rankers in the popular music field, has
withdrawn some million and a half compositions from

Christmas Day in the North Atlantic appeared a
German cruiser of the 10,000 ton “Von Hipper’” class.

the air-waves of the nation because the big radio chains
refuse to grant them increased royalties. BMI, comprising not one big name composer and consisting of
the best “corn” producers in the country, is the radio

ready. ‘The British cruiser “H.M.S. Berwick” appeared

chain’s answer to ASCAP’S demands. The principle
casualty, so far, in this battle has been the listening

public. They, the 80,000,000 or more people from
hundred year old’s, whose favorite program is “The
Saturday Night Barn Dance,” to two year old’s, whose
favorite is “The Singing Lady,” has been subjected to,
in the few weeks since January 1st, a sickening overdose of “corn.” They twirl the nobs of their radios to
pick up what used to be a good dance music program,
and what do they hear? They hear the orchestra “murder” some classical overture or sonata, for want of good

popular music to play, by “swinging it.” There is
nothing that makes a music lover “chew nails” more

South Pacific, raised the German Naval Ensign and

phosphate workings. Out of the cold, foggy dawn of
Two months before a raider had, caught a convoy at
the same spot and had sunk five ships and a merchant
cruiser, the “Jervis Bay.” This time the British were
from behind the convoy with guns flashing and a running fight developed during which both sides suffered

slight damages. In the steamy, torrid climate of the
Indian Ocean, off the coast of Sumatra, a Norwegian
freighter met up with a German raider under the command of the famous “Sea Devil,” Count Felix von

Luckner. A fight ensued in the old style of Sir Francis
Drake. The Norwegian was sunk after a battle against

odds.

Day after day we read in the official communiques
of the belligerents some such report as the above in
cold, crisp words that leave much to the imagination.
Some of the best sagas of the sea were written about

than to hear some three-piece tavern band play the

the raiders of the last war. We were thrilled by Lowell

overture to William Tell in the style of “Beat Me,

Thomas’ story of Count von Luckner’s raiding on the
High Seas. “The Cruise of the Raider “Wolf’” provided us with an insight into the working of a raider

Daddy, Eight to the Bar.” Then, too, we have our
best orchestras, like Guy Lombardo, Tommy Dorsey,
and Benny Goodman, suddenly changing into bands

specializing in Spanish rumbas, cowboy songs, or, worse

on an 18 months cruise to the Indian Ocean and back
through the British Blockade to Germany. ‘These ships,

still, they transform themselves into full-fledged sym-

along with the “Emden,” the “Kronprinz Wilhelm,”

phonic orchestras and try their hands at Verdi, Beethoven, and Brahms. A “Lower Basen Street” critic

and the “Moewe,” provided history a few bright chapters of the war at sea.

would call it “corn,” but we prefer the words of a New

York critic who, after spending a very boresome eve-

We are anxiously awaiting the day when, in more

ning at a concert, wrote that “the Metropolitan String
Quartet played Brahms last night. Brahms Lost.”

peaceful times, we can read about the exploits now
going on and hidden by censorship.
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WOMEN’S EDITOR . . . Martha Rose Manny

make people think you hail from “them thar wide open
spaces of the West” and look cute too, and show that
you are up-to-date and “rarin’ to go” in 741.

Let’s

To new hair-dos. What a new coiffure will do for
you is a wonder. It eliminates that woe-begone, bedraggled, mid-winter look and gives you that peppy, allnew feeling that makes you feel, look, and act like a

Be

glamorous movie star. It sets you just right too for all
your affairs of the year, from exams (woeful thought!
)
to the Post-Lenten dances.

Another New Year has rolled around. It doesn’t
seem possible, but here ’tis, and what are we going to
do about it? Anything? Nothing?
So many serious things are being said as we face
1941—what it holds for the world, peace or war; what

To personality. No time of year is better than the
very beginning to resolve to do something about that
bugaboo, personality. We can all resolve to improve it
in ever so many ways, addalittle charm here, a bit of

sympathy there. Maybe just thinking about adding a

it holds for our nation; what it holds in store for those

new facet to our personality will help, even though we
never do keep our resolutions after the first week or

already been said of the gloomy side, however, so let’s

two.

graduating; what it holds for all of us. Enough has
pass to lighter things.
To clothes, for instance.

To sports. Ice skates, skis, toboggans, and sleds will
Nothing makes us feel

now be in order, for winter is now with us. Of course,

more like facing the New Year with a smile than

that will not make us angry because winter sports not

wearing something new, even if it’s only a chic new
pin or scarf. Of course, a new hat or blouse, a sweater
or skirt might make us smile even more. A new dress

our looks with that healthy, ruddy glow, but also
enable us to display our new snowsuits or ski outfits.

would positively make us grin with pleasure as we
dazzled all on-lookers with the brightness of the new
year.
To fads. The best thing to come to our notice at
this time of year with its ice and snow is the new

Grenadier Saddle Boot with wide cowboy strap. It will
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only give us a chance to show our skill (?), to improve
If we prefer inside sports, however, we can indulge in
basketball and bowling, and maybe become champs,
who knowsr

at

a

—MrriAm LosuH.

AROUND THE NEW YEAR
Much has been written and spoken about the advent
of the brand new year, 1941, which came to replace a
well-worn 1940. Ushered in with cheers and celebrating,

1941 started out on its twelve-month journey. To everyone, the new year will bring changes and good cheer

as well as many unknown happenings.

meet and vacation experiences exchanged. The Freshmen will be welcomed and entertained for a few
weeks, festivities climaxed by the first dance of the
year—the Frosh Welcome Dance, which will serve to

give the new students their first real taste of College
Social life.
In October and November, football will be king.
The Saturday games, Victory dances, bonfires, and pep

For the student body of the University of Dayton

rallys will help to give the “king” a royal welcome.

the year just beginning has many things in store. To
some of us it will mean the end of another school

Cold, crisp weather, huge chrysanthemums and the
winning touchdown will live long in all our memories.

term and the advancement of another year, while
others will close their books forever, and set out on

new ventures of their own. But to be more specific.

To the students in general the first few weeks of
the year will be spent in much cramming, studying
and in dread expectaation of the Finals which are to
be held late in January. With February will come a
new term, and then the social event of the year—the
Junior Prom when the boys and co-eds will swing and
sway to the strains of a popular dance band.
In March and April the spring sports and mid-term
exams will take up the time which social affairs do not.
The days filled with busy moments and accentuated

by the Spring Swing and the Military Ball will speed
on and before anyone realizes it May will be in the
offing.
May, when the campus will once more be a green
carpet, and the trees and flowers blossom and burst
forth in a splendor which does all in its power to prevent study. May, when strolling groups and couples
enjoy the outdoors, glad for the pleasant weather and
vacation in the not too distant future.
Seniors will begin to wonder where the four years
have gone, as plans are made and tickets placed on
sale for the Senior Farewell, their last school dance.

Some will wonder if they will be as glad as they had

thought they would be, to leave U. D.
Then June will appear on the scene. June, when
black gowned Seniors will march sedately down the
aisle to receive the diploma for which they had set
their goal four long years ago. With a lump in their
throats and pride in their walk these men and women
will leave the portals of their Alma Mater and set out
for new worlds to conquer.

To the underclassmen the end of school means vacation. Vacation will be very welcome to all, and many

trails will be blazed by the students to the far ends of
the States. July and August will mean one thing to

them—fun.
With September the roads will again lead to Dayton,
and new schedules will be arranged, old friends will

Late in November the Pershing Rifle Pledge dance
will be held at the Country Club with the guests
resplendent in uniforms and flowing formals.
December with the Christmas holidays and festivities will be next on the calendar. Everyone will have a
grand time and the vacation will be a lot of fun, as
well as very welcome. Then once more, on foot, by
rail and by bus loyal sons of Dayton U. will return.
Then another year will be ushered in. The year of
1941 will mean greater triumphs in education and
sports and a greater advancement toward the goal of a
bigger and better University of Dayton. May it be a
year of great success and achievement to each of us.
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—FE\THEL COCHRAN.

THOUGHTS

When 1941 was scarcely a day old, he was probably
astounded at the multitude of broken new year resolu-

tions. Yet, at this late date, I was surprised to find
some people who hadn’t even broken a single one.

Perhaps I should add that they didn’t make any
either.
We are fortunate in being able to greet the new
year with horns and whistles instead of air raid alarms
and machine gun tatoos. Still for us women there is

a trying time ahead with the political arguments of
fathers, brothers, uncles, etc., acting as a constant

threat to domestic peace. I know of one dinner that
nearly proved fatal when two brothers-in-law began to
discuss capital and labor.

We begin the new year by paying for our follies of
the old. I am referring to the coming examinations
which make many of us so-called students wish that

we had spent more evenings at home studying. Yes,
the day draws near when those who have studied

shall reap their reward and the idlers, their punishment.
It’s a bit late for new year greetings, so here’s hoping
that everyone passes his exams and has a good second
semester.

—Mary Ferris.
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(Continued from page eleven)
attributes are . .
” And again, “This process of

validly infer the correctness of our point?

training by which the intellect instead of being formed
or sacrificed to some particular or accidental purpose,
. , 18 disciplined for its own sake .. . is called Liberal Education.”

that the great proponent of liberal education during
the last century is alive today and at work in the

representative cross-section of his work, may we not
Having thus seemingly established our proposition
person of Father Cunningham of Notre Dame, we

The point, I believe, is quite obvious. Both Edu-

cators seem imbued with the same fundamental prin-

ciples of what the foundations of a real education
should be. Examples could be multiplied showing the
clear agreement of their theories on points such as:
the place of the classics in Liberal Education, the
role of science in general and its particular branches

plays in the scheme of things educational, the moral
side of Liberal Education, and others. But why prolong such an obvious undertaking?

have only to draw some practical conclusion to set up
as a reason for this article. That task is quickly and
easily done. Does not the thought that the clear,
firm, foundational doctrines of Newman’s educational

works are still in use today give an added bit of light

to the dimming fire of our hope for a way out of the
educational chaos of the present time? We hear of
the almost endless squabbles over contradictory

theories among our leading educators and we wonder
what’s the use of it all. The fact that slowly but perhaps very imperceptibly, the sane theories of Newman

It is quite true that we haven’t exhausted the writ-

are being spread throughout the American educational

ings of Dr. Cunningham on educational questions,
but is there a real need to do so? From this rather

world, should allow us to breathe easier and hope for

better times to come.

A NEW YEAR HOPE
What will tomorrow be,
Dear Father?

Will war rage boldly on evry hand?

Will guns crash destruction o’er the land?
What will tomorrow be?

Will it be purity,
Gracious Father?

Humbly I kneel before Thy Altar of Love,
And send a fervent prayer to Thee Who hears above,
That it may be purity.
Cleanse the world of its greed and strife,
Kind Father.

Flood it with light that all may see.
O Lord, reclaim Thy people
And begin with me!
—ELoiseE Pyprr.
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The Thrill Of Snow-Bound
© By Witsur Dunsxy
Some students like poetry and some do not.

frame.” All night through and all day long “the hoary

There is no use in disputing about tastes.
Some enjoy telling the world about their
thrills and that is just what this article does.
We believe you will look for your copy of

meteor falls,” and lo, the second morning, what a

“Snow-Bound” after reading this.
HE very first time that I read “Snow-Bound,”
somewhere in the eighth grade, I believe, I
liked it. At that time I felt that poetry was a thing to
be kept at a respectable distance, something for queer
people only to read, something that I could never
learn to enjoy. “Bomba the Jungle Boy” was my literary fare, and I thought that it was a very satisfying
and a very healthful diet. Still, “Snow-Bound” struck
my fancy; I really enjoyed it.
A year or two later I read the poem again. This time
I was on the lookout for those passages that simply

forced themselves upon me at the first reading. I
found them, and in addition I discovered many more
beautiful lines which set my imagination agog manufacturing all kinds of images. I always did like winter
scenery; the mere mention of Christmas Eve and the
proverbial blanket of snow was sufficient to send me
into a reverie. I resolved that “Snow-Bound” would
receive further attention from me when I would be in
a position to give it the proper time.
My latest reading of this wonderful work of Whittier impressed me so
turesque and detailed
fully on my emotions
from telling the world

much, conjured up such picscenes, and worked so powerthat I simply cannot restrain
about it.

fairy land lies before us. As I read these lines, I am
forced to fancy myself at the Whittier farmhouse window taking in every least detail of this “universe of
sky and snow.” The depressing clouds are gone, and

as I survey the cloudless, blue sky my spirits rise with
a bound. There are the clothes-line posts “like tall and
sheeted ghosts,” the corn-crib and the sty now sporting fancy towers and trimmings of all kinds; “a fenceless drift that once was road,” “the bridle post an old
man sits,” and the well-curb seems to tell of “Pisa’s

leaning miracle.” Who can fail to stop and ponder this
exquisite scene so graphically presented by the master
Whittier?

“Boys, a path!” This is the only injunction, I believe, powerful enough to tear me away from the window and my universe of hoary beauty. Away I hurry
along with the youngsters to “cut the solid whiteness

through” and to enjoy the mystic wonder in “Aladdin’s
wondrous cave.”
For the rest of the day the bitter cold forces me
to maintain my position inside the house at the window listening to the “gusty north wind” and watching
the piling drifts mount higher and higher. All is
quiet, an entrancing stillness, save now and then for

the shrill tone of the shrieking wind and the mournful
music of the moaning boughs; no churchbell sends
out its solemn tones, no liquid music issues from the
buried brooklet.
The pages turn slowly; I do not wish to miss a single
line, a single picture.

It is not so much the philosophizing or moralizing of

Night draws on, the “snow-blown traveler sinks

the poem that makes me wish to cry out to the world,
but it is the beautiful, the simple, the vivid, the color-

from sight,” and the little company gathers round the

that force me to exclaim, “Mr. Whittier, thou hast

hearth where the great fire “beats the frost line back
with tropic heat.” There is the mug of cider simmering
slow, there the apples sputtering in a row. Though it

written well on this topic; very, very well.”

be bitter cold outside, and though the wind rave

ful, the gripping scenes which the author describes,

fiercely, yet a comfortable feeling of security and peace
There is a perfect introduction to the storm: “The
sun rose cheerless over hills of gray.” I can see those
dark, ominous banks of clouds gliding overhead, shutting out the cheerful rays of the sun. Already a chill

begins to settle upon me, that strange something which
seems to say “Snow is coming and plenty of it.” The

settles upon the group. The tasty cider loosens the

tongues of all, and the yarns and sweet recollections
flow fluently in rapid succession. I always picture myself comfortably ensconced in a cozy corner listening

attentively to every tale; they all mean so much to me.

wind blows up,—bitter, bitter cold it grows, and ere

However, when it come to “our youngest and dearest”
tears well up in my eyes spontaneously, and I feel my

bedtimes comes “the white drift piles the window

whole being gripped by powerful emotions. I, too,
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have a sweet, little sister, and every word here goes
straight to my heart. “O, God, keep her long with
me!”
Thus the happy evening spins along. At length the

great logs tumble low, and the pleasant circle breaks.

to help them clear the roads, to battle the moun-

tainous drifts, to break through to the besieged families and bring them what news there is. Of course, the
cider-mug, passing from lip to lip, adds zest to the
happy task. Right up to the Whittier household our
team ploughs, and

A word of grateful thanks for God’s blessings, and
off to the cold, cold bed.

I can easily picture the lads curled up in their bunks
trying to keep warm. Many a time I have lain awake in
bed listening to the unceasing cry of the wind, glad
that I had enough warm covers, but happier still and
more grateful for that beautiful blanket of dazzling
snow which I knew covered the earth outside, the mere

thought of which thrilled me through and through.
But sleep steals on as sleep will do, and I’m quite sure
that there were pleasant dreams.
Next morning I’m glad to join the sturdy farmers,

“The chill embargo of the snow
Is melted in the genial glow;
Wide swings again our ice-locked door,

And all the world is ours once more.”
And thus you see that for me “Snow-Bound” is really
a long series of beautiful and gripping scenes. Should
we ever be so unfortunate as to pass a winter without
one single snowdrop, I could every now and then, and
especially on Christmas Eve, enjoy a real snow storm,

could see the very flakes falling fitfully, could feel the
bitter cold and hear the whining wind, I could enjoy
myself thoroughly simply by reading this masterpiece
of John Greenleaf Whittier.
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A VOICE OF OUR TIMES:
What know you of my Anguish?
I lie here while the world goes mad,

Knowing my sacrifice has been in vain.
Think you I rest?
Held as the ideal of everything,
Honor, loyalty, courage—
Yet, in the end, I am as nothing.

Rest in peace!
Think you I rest—

How can I be at peace?
I am the Unknown Soldier.
x

x

ANOTHER VOICE:
No one is my friend, for I am the Enemy.
No one bears me love, for I am Hate.
No one trusts me, for I am Deceit.
No one seeks me out, for I am Death.

No one knows my beginning, for I am manyfold.
I am War!
—GEorRGE MARKUS.
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WHY GO TO A SMALL COLLEGE?
Today, thousands of young men and women are

stated, they are attracted by big names; besides, if more

students went to small colleges—well, there just
wouldn’t be any small colleges any more.

attending colleges throughout the country. Many of
these students are “taken in” by the glitter and charm

of a big name. They attend a big university because
of its fame. Little is ever mentioned of the small college. But these colleges are the very heart of the institutions of higher learning. Small colleges have
numerous advantages.

—FRANCIS SCHNURR.
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MY PAL
Her name was Tippy. Tippy was the neighborhood

First, of course, comes education. One may say that

there is a smaller income, lower pay, and consequently
less efficient professors in the small college. But the
college of today is very much of a student proposition.
The teacher gives an assignment, and it is up to the
student from there on. If he wants to study, all ght;

if not, well, that is not the professor’s concern.

A small college has the “family” attitude. Everyone
knows everyone else—everyone is at ease. When a new
student comes, he is welcomed as a friend. Inalarge
college, a new student stands out like a swan in a
snow storm. There seems to be more of a natural bond
between small college students. It is a certain something not easily put into words, but it is there, and

serves to cement friendships which last forever.

In athletics, a lad of only fair ability can be outstanding in a small college, but he would stand little
chance in a large institution. One may state that it is
better to be “a little fish in a big pond than a big fish
in a little pond.” I do admit that the large colleges

get more publicity, but, after all, one who really loves

a sport, plays for the joy of playing. Of course, I do

not say that he does not want publicity, but I do say
that his main and greatest aim is just to “get in the

game.”
Having considered the aspect of the small college

pet and the best pal I ever had. We reared her from
a pocket-sized, bow-legged puppy to a well-proportioned toy terrier. Her mother was a toy terrier and
her father was a hound dog. She had a white streak
from her neck to her stomach, a shiny black back, a
black face and black ears trimmed in brown, black

legs with white feet, and a white tip on the end of her
black tail. The top of her back was about a foot from
the ground, and her head could fit through a hole
four inches in diameter.
Now that you have become acquainted with my dog,
I shall relate some interesting facts of her life. Tippy
was a very smart dog. Before she was six months old

she could walk on her hind legs and sit up. Frequently
I got on my knees and told Tippy to sit up; then I
acted as if I were boxing with her and she copied my
movements by actually punching me with her paws.
This afforded very much amusement. Another of
Tippy’s amusing traits came forth every morning
while I was preparing for school. An early morning

program was introduced by the bugle call “reveille.”
Tippy would take her seat in front of*the radio and
howl until the bugle call ceased. Tippy’s playground
was the large field in back of our house. When Tippy
chased a bird, the bird would swoop down and Tippy

would jump up, the two of them missing by a few feet.
This kind of exercise developed long, sinewy muscles.
She became a beautifully well-built dog.

from the educational, social, and athletic standpoint,

it seems logical to conclude that the small college has
many advantages to offer. Why don’t more students

When my cousin was pitching a baseball to me one
day, one of his pitches went wild and struck Tippy in

go to small colleges? Because they don’t stop to take

the head. She fell over without a yelp. I picked her up

everything into consideration. As has already been

to find she was bleeding from the nose and mouth.
Page nineteen

Immediately we rushed her to a veterinary. A diagnosis
proved that she had a brain concussion and a blood
clot behind the left eye. The doctor said she had a

fifty-fifty chance for survival if he operated. We said
that we would take that chance. Then the doctor

After a while, we began to pick out familiar objects
—there was the cemetery, Maggie’s Place, the river—
and there was Cullars’ bright red barn.
All too soon, we circled about and headed back for

operated on her and gave her a shot to ease the pain.

the landing field. As the pilot set the plane down in a

After three weeks of nursing she was ready to get out
of her bed. She seemed to be all right except that her
left eye was crossed. Another two weeks passed and her

perfect landing, I was really sorry, because never be-

eye straightened. She was physically fit again. She re-

amongst the clouds, seemingly away from everything

peated all her interesting habits that she had before

that was earthly.

fore have I ever experienced such a completely satisfying emotion as I did while we were up there

she was hurt. In addition, in spite of her size, she

chased every dog off the street that would be running
after an automobile. Then one day, when she was

crossing the street to play with a neighbor’s dog, she

Since then, I have been up quite a number of times
and have developed an intense desire to learn to fly

was killed by a speeding motorist. Our entire family

one of these silver-winged, mechanical birds of the
sky.
—Dorotuy Murpny.

felt much grieved, and the fourteen-year-old girl next

wt

door burst out in tears. The whole neighborhood
mourned her death. I buried her out in the field that
she loved so well. It was farewell to a “swell”dog.
—MELvin PLunkKETT.
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A SURVEY OF CLASSROOM
DOODLING
How many of you university students still carry on
some of your high school doodlings? Judging from the
reports of professors at U. D. and from reports of
other universities there are many students who do.
But perhaps some of you guys and gals aren’t familiar

THE FIRST FLIGHT

with all forms of classroom doodlings so we will ex-

My first aeroplane ride was without doubt, one of
the biggest thrills I have ever experienced. I had heard

First we will consider day-dreaming as it is the most
common way of doodling away the time in class.

plain a few.

many people tell of theirs; some had been very enthusiastic, others not so encouraging about these manmade miracles.

are boredom and loss of sleep. Asa result, the student’s

WhenI entered the airport grounds I had no in-

situations are apt to ensue. Often a prof can’t tell
whether a student is day-dreaming or not as that student may be looking intently into the professor’s face

tention of going up, but as my friend and I were
standing at the fence, we heard one of the employees
at the field asking the people next to us if they would
like to take a ride—tickets could be purchased from
him for quite a nominal sum. We looked at one another, said “Let’s Go” and a minute later were climbing into our seats in one of the smaller type passen-

Psychologists tell us that some causes of day-dreaming
sub-conscious mind becomes active and embarrassing

and yet not hear a word of the lecture. However if

the prof happens to ask the apparently alert student
a question the pretense will of course be broken. “In
the soup” is a common phrase for this situation.

ger planes.

Another common classroom hodgepodge that often
deceives the prof is desk-doodling. This idling performance consists of drawing some idiotic figure on a

As we taxied across the field I was unconscious of
everything but the thrill of the motors and the almost

piece of paper or in an open book. Or if neither paper
nor book is handy the student may use his wee pen-

unbelievable power contained in sucha fragile craft.
Our take-off was rather bumpy, but not frightening,

and as we climbed into space, it seemed as if we were
in another world altogether. Looking down, the people
seemed to be minute insects, and the automobiles

were just tiny oblong squares moving back and forth
on ribbons. The countryside seemed to be a great,

bright-colored crazy quilt, billowing out for miles and
miles.

knife or nail file to carve a doodle on the desk. Carving
of this kind is often followed by the trimming of

fingernails or warts. (Ask your neighbor about this
fascinating occupation and you'll discover they’re

thrilled to pieces). Moreover if the student has neither
penknife nor nail file he often resorts to thumb-sucking,
believe it or not!

Next on our list of classroom doodles are flirting and
giggling. Usually there are a couple of coeds in each

large classroom who are considered to possess a surplus
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measure of that stuff currently termed “oomph.” It is

the United States. The population is about 5,500, most
of whom are retired farmers. Rushville is a modern
city in many ways, but it is rural too. I “reckon” it is
the friendliness of the people that gives it this rural

handicap to the prof’s lecture. A flirt does a number

harmony.

these “oomph” girls that are the cause of flirting
epidemics and if they turn out to be the kind that
like to be flirted with it usually proves to be a serious

of things to gain masculine admiration which includes
winking, primping curls, applying lipstick and smiling
with a twinkle in her eyes. Nevertheless flirting is
something the professor does not relish and often

finds it necessary to send offenders from the classroom.

Whispering and talking out loud are the two most

persistent offenders of classroom peace, but can’t be

classed as doodles. Sleeping is another common dis-

turber and is found mostly in classrooms full of football players. However in this case the football players

are not fully to blame since their long, vigorous workouts necessitate additional quantities of “shut-eye.”
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—Dan F. Prucu.

I have enjoyed throughout the years their Saturday

evening gatherings on the Main Street, where town and
country folks mingle, and at the Wednesday evening

Summer Band Concerts. Highlights of the year are
the county fair, the Fourth of July celebration, and the

“Hoosier Madness,” more commonly known as the

basketball season. These are all a part of the social life
in this small town. A person, wishing to see a picture
show, has the very difficult task of deciding which of
the two theaters to attend. Quite frequently there is a

dance or some other social function, but not very

often. The ardor of the fans at the Rushville baseball
games is much the same as that of the Brooklyn fans,
and these corn-fed Hoosiers “shore” take their basketball seriously.

RUSHVILLE, INDIANA, IN THE
SPOTLIGHT
My grandfather was born and raised in Rushville;
consequently he was one of the typical residents. I
first saw Rushville in 1927, and I have been an ardent
admirer of the town ever since. During the last thirteen
years, I have lived in Rushville about one-fourth of my
time, and I love the quiet peaceful atmosphere of its

days and nights. I have made many friends there;
among them are Wilkies, whom the recentpresidential
campaign of Wendell brought into prominence.
Over a century ago, Rushville, Indiana, was platted

and incorporated, through the influence of Dr. W. B.

Laughlin, and the town and county were named after

Dr. Benjamin Rush. Today, Rushville is the prosperous

The gaiety of the people on these various occasions
is very high, but there is another side to life in Rushville. This is the home life and the religious life of the
people. They lead very simple lives, and every home
has a general air of peace and happiness. The religious

life is carried on not only in the various churches but

also in their communal life. The friendliness of the
people is the result of this Christian way of life. The
nights in Indiana seem to me more beautiful than any
others I have ever seen. The full moon floating in a
cloudless sky, the peace and quiet, the gentle rippling
of the river dancing by, and the nearness of nature—
all these things make it small wonder that Indiana 1s

“The Home of Poets”—and some day—some day—I'll
‘be back again in Indiana.
—WesBB WHITMER.

county seat of the greatest hog producing county in
~
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CONJUNCTION

Magical Moon,
You toss two planets into the sky,
And watch them with a rapturous eye,

Magical Moon!
Ravishing Moon,
You comb with wind your luminous hair,
And pin two fresh gardenias there,
Ravishing Moon!
Miserly Moon,

You snatch two opals out of the night,

And gaze at them with savage delight,
Miserly Moon!
—FRancis GRISEZ.
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Book Reviews
THE FARM BY LOUGH GUR
By Mary CARBERRY
Longmans, Green & Co.
Ireland, that enchanted Emerald Isle, so full of tradi-

tion—so dear to the heart of each and every son and
daughter, scattered hither and yon. Yes, this book is
about Ireland, as told to Miss Carberry by an old
Irishwoman. It expresses the true feeling, the heart
of Ireland, not often caught in such a spirit of love,
understanding and devotion. It is the story of the Irish
countryside. Not elaborate, that is true, yet not sordid

nor disagreeable—it is a story revealing the trials and
tribulations, joys and worries, thoughts and_ superstitions of a people whom every Irishman, with a
quickening of his heart, feels proud to be a part of.

This is not a novel nor a pamphlet on agriculture,

nor is it a collection of folklore; it is the simple story
of “Sissy” O’Brien Fogarty; however, it does incarporate all of the various phases mentioned above without fatigue. Her father was born in the year after
Waterloo and the family lived and farmed under the

Counts de Salis who were kind and much loved land-

lords. She recalls with clarity an old woman, Moll
Ryan by name, who remembered her father and neighbors cheering the death of William of Orange. In the
maelstrom of recollections, Mrs. Fogarty recounted to
Miss Carberry tales of Parnell, the Great Famine, the
Fenians and the bitter political days.
Did your grandmother ever tell you in an awesome,
whispering voice, tales of “The Little People?” Did
you ever listen, wide-eyed, to stories of the banshees
and their brothers, the dwarfs; of fairies in the hollow

hills; of a drowned city in the Enchanted Lake; of
ghosts, saints’ wells and fairy thorns? Possibly you

haven’t, for these are a part of the fathomless stories of
Irish tradition handed down from generation to generation. For what the Irish lacked in literature, due to

suppression, they made up in their traditional folklore,
which could not be suppressed. Miss Carberry attempts
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in her book to gather together the strands of traditional
Ireland from the memory of Mrs. Fogarty. Mrs.
Fogarty, that “Sissy” O’Brien who spent so many care-

free days on The Farm by Lough Gur, the Enchanted
Lake, in the county of Limerick.
Lough Gur lies like a mirror under these lives. This
Irish Lake is to the people a living creature not a
resevoir or a fishing preserve. “Lough Gur dominates
the scene. It was to us a personality loved, but also
feared. Every seven years, so it is said, Gur demands
the heart of a human being.” These simple people
wove amazing and fantastic tales about the commonplace happenings of Lough Gur. “They knew that if a
sick person was not better by the eighth or ninth day
of the moon he would hear Ceolsidhe, the fairy music
with which Aine the Banshee, Spirit of Lough Gur,

comforts the dying. He would fall asleep to Suan-

traighe, the whispering song of sleep which Fer Fi,
Aine’s brother, plays on a three-stringed harp.” They

were a God-loving people and, “God be between us and

harm, was forever on their lips—if a red-haired stranger
came to the door; if a cock crowed during the day; if a
heedless girl swept the floor towards the door; if she

lit a candle without first crossing herself or forgot to
nip the cake.” Despite this, they still clung tenaciously
to certain Pagan rites of old. The children poured
water into a flat pan and made the sun dance on the
ceiling just as sun-worshippers did before the coming
of St. Patrick. Woe betide the person, though, who
dared remind them of the Pagan origin of this rite.

A famous old Irish custom, so often heard of today
is recounted with stark reality. That of “waking the
dead.” A wake was one of the diversions of the coun-

try life. The relations bend over the body and say how

pretty it looks or how death becomes it, and they cry
and lament and say a prayer, but mere friends only
kneel and say a short prayer, and then take snuff and

tobacco and fill their pipes and glasses and sit down,
and some play the first game, which is clapping hands

as people come in. Every half hour, or oftener, they

kneel down and all pray together for the soul of the
dead person.

I have tried in a minute way to transmit to you a
bit of the enchantment of this book, to try to lead

you along the way of this typical Irish farm family of
the nineteenth century. I can see, I have failed miserably. No review, no abbreviation of this charming
life can hope to convey the full influence it casts over
the reader.
To the average reader, it captivates his imagination
and whisks him away back, over years of care and
trouble and sets him down in the midst of the “Little
People” who immediately weave their magic spell over
him. To the exiled Irish, this book will reveal the

life and customs of his forebears. To all it will mean
many hours of silent wandering among an enchanting
people in an enchanting land.
—JAMEs J. Gipson.
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THE CHAMPLAIN ROAD
By Franxuin D. McDoweELi

and from the ruins of Fort Ste. Marie to build a new
and Christian Huron nation.

The martyrdom of such brave souls as Father Jean
de Brebeuf, Gabriel Lalemant, Antoine Daniel, Charles
Garnier, and Isaac Jogues is an integral part of the
history of Canada in those days of savages and struggling priests. An outstanding fact about the death of

each of these brave priests, is not whether he died by
the slow fire of the torture stake, or with the merciful

speed by the blow of an Iroquois short-axe, but that
until the end the thing uppermost in his mind was the
hope of bringing the ministrations of God to those in
need.
Franklin Davey McDowell, a keen student of
medieval history, sought to put into writing some of
the little known romantic incidents in the early life of

Canada. This desire motivated his writing of “The
Champlain Road” and also another intriguing tale of
Canadian history, The Red Countries. Today the same
region which formed a background for. such action
filled stories as “The Champlain Road” is a‘peaceful
nation, with the seeds of Christianity well sown by

the Jesuit fathers who lived there long ago.
Bruce
Franklin Davey McDowell’s story of the Jesuit

—JoE GouBEAvx.

AUTOBIOGRAPHY

fathers’ untiring efforts to convert the Indians of
Canada is an epic tale able to intrigue the imagination
of any lover of fiction. “To the greater glory of God,”
the motto of the Order, takes on importance as one
progresses with the reading of “The Champlain Road.”
McDowell has unearthed volumes of facts for the
writing of this fine historical tribute, and gradually
woven them into his story of priests and soldiers and
their dramatic struggle to bring Catholicism to the
savages in the land of huronia, at the end of “The

graph of himself—his “Autobiography.” From school-

Champlain Road.”

boy to free-lance writer, to amateur soldier, to success-

Amid dangers of an unknown wilderness, resistance
against the faith by the pagan Indians of Huronia, and
a much more real menace of horrible death at the stake
by the Iroquois we find these brave Jesuits laboring to
bring the knowledge of God into a God-forsaken
land. The final destruction of Fort Ste. Marie, last

outpost of Huron civilization, apparently sounded the
death knell to furthering the spreading of Christianity
among the red men. Father Paul Ragueneau had seen

the homes of people among whom he had labored for
a quarter-century almost totally destroyed in a fierce
and bloody war that is in itself a thrilling part of early

By A. A. MILNE
Dutton

One reason snapshots always seem to look unnatural is because they are taken by some one else. But

if Mr. Milne could have snapped his own picture, it
would hardly be more natural than this word photo-

ful author are some of the highlights of this self-taken
snapshot.
As a youngster he had the ambition of becoming
a sailor. Together with his brother Ken, whom he
cherished dearly, he prepared himself in every way
so that he could become an adventurer on the sea.
Their dad did not quite agree with them in this saltwater vocation. He tactfully persuaded them that they

were to be schoolmen rather than sailors. Another
reason that the father did not believe that Alan would
be a good sailor was because he was something of a
“Percy Wynn” with “Shirley Temple” hair.

Canadian history. However, the same faith in Almighty
God that had been his guiding light for twenty-five

As a scholar he was “tops” in all his classes; mathe-

years of work amid filth, famine, and pestilence among

matics was his best and favorite. Due to their com-

the Hurons caused him to turn defeat into victory,

bined efforts, Alan and Ken acquired a broad culture
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and learning. As an undegraduate he had many ex-

day biographies, because he hasn’t had very many ex-

periences, and cleverly relates many of them to us.

periences. But what he has had, he relates in his book.

Thus, the author cunningly leads up to that era of
his career which is a period that had the most effect

In his introduction he tells us that he is writing the
book mostly for the sake of his publishers, and hopes
the readers will get as much of a thrill out of reading
it as he did in writing it.

upon him and really determined his life’s work—his
successful authorship.

—Joun Kurz.

Before becoming a freelance he first had to obtain
his father’s permission. The dad reluctantly agreed,
but refused him any help. He wrote articles for
“Punch,” but received very little for them, hardly
enough to live on. Gradually, with a lot of hard work

hte
THUS DOCTOR MALLORY

he became assistant editor of this small publication—
“Punch.”

By EvizaBeTu SEIFERT

As assistant editor he was successful. Mr. Milne,
however, had to overwork himself, writing voluminous

Dodd, Mead & Company

collections of editorials, feature stories, and news

“Thus Doctor Mallory” is the story of a boy’s

articles in order to earn a little more than the rent for
his four-room flat. In the meantime he had been married to the daughter of the owner of “Punch.” Shortly
after this he was made to enlist in the army when the
World War broke out. Influential friends obtained

ambition to become a doctor and the hardships that he
encountered in order to realize that ambition. After
the death of his mother John Mallory was sent to a
miserly uncle in California, while his sister was adopted
by wealhy relatives in St. Louis.

for him the soft assignment of instructing others how
to go to the front but could stay at home and continue

John was determined to become a doctor in spite of
his uncle’s opposition. Because he had to work his

to write. However, Mr. Milne was quite a capable

way through college and medical school, he isolated

to send and receive signals. For this he did not have

officer. This section of the book is one of the most

himself from the ordinary world of his contemporaries

descriptive and really prepares one for the writing to
be presented in the next section of his “Auto-

in order to study medicine. Gradually he fought his
way to success against all odds that poverty, shyness,

and lack of friends or family could put in his way. It

biography.”
Whenever he wrote anything he had to be told or

inspired to do so. Some of the few literary fields he
entered were writing novels, light articles, children’s
books, and several volumes of plays. However, his
book does not measure up to some of our present

is a dramatic story and a touching one in many ways.
The story is simple, easy to read and interesting in
the study of the character development of John Mal-

lory, the boy, to John Mallory, the man.
—CHARLES JACKSON.
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Greatest Name In
Refrigeration
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CO-ED

In addition to the world-famous
Frigidaire Household Refrigerator
with the Meter-Miser, the Frigidaire Division of General Motors
also manufactures Electric Ranges,

Electric Water Heaters; a complete line of office and industrial
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water coolers; commercial refrig-

eration equipment for stores, hotels,
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hospitals, taverns, markets, restau-
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rants, florists, etc.; ice cream cabinets, milk coolers, beverage coolers,

frosted food merchandisers; portable

ONA RHEA RIEGLE, student pilot
at Ohio StateUniversity, keeps pace

;
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air conditioners,

and

equip-

ment for air conditioning any size

space from a single room to an
entire

building.
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for

eco-

with the times in travel. When she wants to

nomical performance and quality

chat with out-of-town friends or relatives, she
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matches the thrill of flying speed by using

See Your co

long distance.
Long distance calls go through in an average
of 90 seconds to any point in the country...
And out-of-town calling is cheap. From your
campus you can talk three minutes to the
farthest point in Ohio for sixty-five cents at the
low night and Sunday station-to-station rates.
Calls home can be billed to your parents’ telephone at no extra cost.
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CO.
TUNE IN “The Telephone Hour” Mondays

at 8 P.M. over WTAM, WLW and WSPD
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MARION HUTTON
in Glenn Miller’s Moonlight
Serenade, broadcasts...

There's a greater demand than ever
for Chesterfields. Smokers who have tried

them are asking for them again and again,
and for the best of reasons...Chesterfields
are cooler, better-tasting and definitely milder.
Chesterfields are made for smokers like

yourself ...so tune in now for your 1941

ThySit

smoking pleasure.
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